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six children in 1876 on the steamship Samatwn> Liverpool
to Montreal, to join my father who had gone ahead and
taken up a farm. The Samatian was one, was practically
the last one, of those grand old vessels of the Allan line
which combined steam with the towering masts, the cloud
of canvas, the maze of ropes and rigging of a full-rigged
three-masted ship. She was in her day a Queen of the
ocean, that last word which always runs on to another
sentence. She had been built in 187X3 had had the
honour of serving the Queen as a troopship for the Ashanti
war and the further honour of carrying the Queen's
daughter to Canada as the wife of the Marquis of Lome,
the Governor-General. No wonder that in my recol-
lection of her the Samatian seemed grand beyond belief
and carried a wealth of memories of the voyage of which
I have already spoken. For years I used to feel as if I
would " give anything " to see the Samatian again, " Give
anything " at that stage of my finance meant, say, any-
thing up to five dollars, anyways a whole lot. And then
it happened years and years after when I had gone to
Montreal to teach at McGill (it was in 1902) that I saw
in the papers that the Samatian was in port; in fact I found
that she still came in regrdarly all season and would be
back again before navigation closed. So I never saw her.
I meant to but I never did. When I read a little later
that the old ship had been broken up I felt that I would
have " given anything " (ten dollars, then) to have seen
her.

In those days most people still came up, as we did in
1876, by river steamer from Montreal to Toronto, At
Kingston we saw the place all decked with flags and were
told that it was " The Twenty-fourth of May/' We
asked what that meant, because in those days they didn't
keep " Queen's birthday" as a holiday in England.
They kept Coronation Day with a great ringing of bells^
but whether there was any more holiday to it than bell-